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crown. Now I'm off to Taunton like a long dog.*
And like a long dog (greyhound) he went off, and Mr.
Pengelly never saw him or his two half-crowns again.
So the man who cheated the Devil was cheated by a
tramp: that shows how clever tramps are.

But to return to the vicar of Morwenstow, and the
Dissenters in his parish. Although very bitter in
speech against Dissent, he was ready to do any kind-
ness that lay in his power to a Dissenter. He took
pains to instruct in Latin and Greek a young
Methodist preparing for the Wesleyan ministry, and
read with him diligently out of free good-nature.
His pupil is now, I believe, a somewhat distinguished
preacher in his connection. He was always ready to
ask favours of their landlords for Dissenting farmers,
and went out of his way to do them exceptional
kindnesses.

Some one rallied him with this:

* Why, Hawker, you are always getting comfortable
berths for schismatics/

*So one ought/ was his ready reply. *I try my
best to make them snug in this world, they will be
so uncommonly miserable in the next.'

He delighted in seeing persons of the most opposed
religious or political views meet at his table. A Roman
Catholic, an Independent minister, a Nothingarian
and a High Anglican, were once lunching with him.

'What an extraordinary thing, that you should
have such discordant elements unite harmoniously at
your table!' said a friend.

'Clean and unclean beasts feeding together in the
ark,* was his reply,

f But how odd that you should get them to meet!J

'Well, I thought it best: they never will meet in
the next world/

One day he visited the widow of a parishioner who
was dead. As he entered, he met the Methodist
preacher coming out of the room where the corpse lay. me, sir/ says the Devil.ough, yu know, he'd nibbled 'em
